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Or @ woman or aged man, 


For the volatile Hooligan. 





head 


Of the constable on the beat. 

Along with his gang he’ll rifle and bang 
And damage whate’er he can; 

I’ve cricked my mind with trying to find 


A use for the Hooligan. 





A Parisian journalist returning home one morning 
a.m.—oh, that u.m. — relates a thrilling 
experience. Patting on the head what he onggeee 
to be a very fine specimen of a Danish 
enjoying the contents of an overturned ash barrel, 
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Noticz.— The Editor will not be a 





Impertinent Paragraphs. 


By THE “* ENFANT TERRIBLE.” 


Oh, a nice young man is the Hooligan, 
As he goes on his nightly prowl, minds. They are giving themselves 

With his belt and his stick, and his nice ‘‘’arf brick ”’ 
And his highly offensive howl. 

He’s never afraid to hustle a maid 


And certainly they are legitimate prey 


Respectable cits. he harries to fits, 
| And his language I won’t repeat, 
And he’s not well-bred, for he jumps on the 
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the Lea Valley at Tottenham have dug 
out a dug-out ! 
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The waiters are agitated in their 


”” 


or no licence. 


away, fortune may crown his soaps yet. 


that matter is in his own hands. 





a distinguished C.I. 


to London.” 


lh 





He also, 


by-the-way, desires the abolition of tips—surely 


Some of our noblest humour is cone - 
newspaper reports—pace the following, relating to 
f ~ Y's return to his native village: 

‘« «T can only assure you,’ said the gallant Colonel, 
‘ how glad I am to be at home again amongst my 
old friends.’ The Colonel subsequently returned 





what was his astonishment (he says) to discover—from the excited 
whispers of four half-concealed bystanders—that the animal in 
question was a tiger! Ah! What esprit, my fellow of the pen! 
What imagination! How much better than blue snakes and pink 


y Yi HE Hooligan is swelling in his pride frogs! One is impelled to exclaim, ‘‘What droll circumstance! 
- and rapidly becoming a low-class Is it not that Monsieur makes to have looked upon the absinthe 
imitation of theclassical Mohock. while he is opalescent ? ’’ 
There is said to be a use for every- 
thing in Nature, and no doubt the I am disturbed at the price of gas. 
Hooligan has his appointed place I live in the North of London and I 
Yj (one feels that the "oe 109 ought to pay 9d. per thousand more than the 
yy be among the cannibals of Central same company’s customers in the 
“ Africa, and that the appointment south. The 9d. is bad enough, but I 
yy ought to be kept at once), but at find, according to a speaker at a recent 
", present his raisons d'étre seem § meeting, that every penny represents 
to be to rob, maim, and slay peace- = £80,000 revenue, so that it is clear 
ful citizens and citizenesses (the that the company is robbing me of Up 
latter for preference), put magis- § £720,000 for every thousand feet. I Y), J 
trates to their wit’s end, and want it back. 4 
generally demonstrate the time- | —a 4, 
honoured “hass’’-inine quality of — How oddly things happen! The gy 
the Law. | excavators for the new reservoirs in f iy 


hairs—or wish to do so—and strongly opposed the licences of 
such maaters as razor difficulty about it. Their motto is “ freedom, 
But they were not fortunate, the 
masters had it all their own way ; it wasn’t even a 
close shave. Never mind, let the waiter lather 
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A FEAST OF “FUN.” — 
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Authors will write for it. 


“ Fun ” 


Almanac. Ready Dec. 3. The Best 
Artists will draw for it; the Best 








any contributions, artistic or 
—s. saamnbantee by a stamped and addressed envelope. 





literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
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The “Fun” Club. 
TWENTY-SECOND MEETING. 

Ir being the last meeting of the club prior to its dissolution, 
nearly everyone of importance was present. The re-construction 
of the Cabinet was the chief subject of conversation, and opinions 
were very divided, but, as there could not be a “ division ’’ owing to 
the lack of convenient lobbies, a plebiscite was impossible. It was 
generally admitted, however, that the unexpected had happened as 
usual, and it was sincerely hoped that all would prove to be for the 


best in the most distracted of all possible worlds. 

The American election was also discussed in all its bearings, and 
as its bearings seemed to be mostly of an Imperialistic character, 
and as the Philppine war cloud was found to have a golden lining 
after all, there was much subdued congratulation. Mr. Chamberlain, 
fresh from his Mediterranean cruise, with a nautical roll that became 
him immensely, talked naval matters with Lord Selborne. Lords 
Salisbury and Lansdowne, sat by themselves in a cosy corner 
poring over an atlas, and adding touches of red tothe various maps, 
just to see how they would look that way, not so much for 
publication, but as guarantee that they meant business. — 

‘‘ Bless my soul,”’ Mr. Ritchie was heard to remark, “ just look at 
Chamberlain. He’s thrown away at the Colonial Office—the 
Admiralty is the place for him!”’ 

“ Nautical, isn’t he?” said Lord Rosebery. Puts me in mind of 
the King of Canoodledum, in Gilbert’s 
ballad, dashed if he doesn’t!” 

‘‘ Now that’s very remarkable, very,”’ 
said Mr. William Watson. ‘I have 
done a little parody on that to fit the 
occasion, which I shall have much 
pleasure in reading to you. I call it:— 


“Tie MONARCH OF ALL HE SuRVEYsS. 
“ (With apologies to Mr. W. S. Gilbert.) 


‘* A story of Joe the Splendid, 
The Imperial and the Free— 
Which tells how he gaily wended 

His way on the rolling sea. 
For many an hour he wandered, 
Till he happened at 
last to meet 
A merry and bright —————_—_—_—_— 
little midshipmite ——— 
Of the Mediter- 
ranean Fleet. 


“That middy addressed him chaffing :— 
‘Ha! Land-lubber, how-de-do ? | 
Ha! ha! Pray excuse my laughing, Pe ti 


























And like his Birmingham freemen, 
So very attached to him. 

He taught them to dance the hornpipe ; 
And the admirals ‘ sairly greet,’ 

On the sorrowful day that he toddled away 
From the Mediterranean Fleet.” 


‘“H’m!’’ said Mr. Alfred Austin. ‘‘Not bad at all for you 
Watson, you should stick to parodies—you really should!” F 

“ Ah, Rosebery,” said Mr. Chaplin, “did you hear of that widow 
stopping Balfour in the street and handing him a bunch of 
chrysanthemums ?”’ 

‘No!’ said Lord Rosebery. ‘‘ You don’tsayso? No wonderhe 
can’t look you in the face. I met him just now on the stairs; he 
hid behind his hat!” 

“Ah!” said Mr. Kipling, “there’s more in that incident than 
meets the eye! I’ve donea bit of verse on it. I call it :— 


“THE Wipows Micut! Ex ? 


‘‘ Have you heard about the widow 
Who for Balfour’s fond affection 

Made a kind of floral bid, oh ? 
’'Tis within your recollection. 

Well, perchance, ’twas that he needed— 
His affection to invite— 

Where our maids have not succeeded 
Possibly our widows might. 


‘*Seems to me ’tis some such action 
Every single statesman needs; 

Blooms of youth have no attraction, 
Let us then try widow’s weeds. 

Though Balfour, perchance, considers 
Such a theory too absurd ! 

Weller said: ‘ Beware of widders!’ 
So chrysanthe(mum’s) the word!” 


Referring to the suggested presentation 
of the Freedom of Dublin to Mr. Kruger, 
Mr. Balfour said: ‘It’s only their fun, 
bless you! I know them. Fancy giving 
a man the Freedom of a place, when, if 
he came there, he would be a prisoner! 
Why, it was a pity to 
spoil such a_ glorious 
bull!” 

‘‘Besides, he has the 
freedom of doubling 
already,” said the Duke of Devonshire, 
‘‘and he’s doing it.” 

“ Well,’’ said Lord Rosebery, “I never 
heard you make a pun before. I am 
surprised ! ’’ 





But what is the sea to you? , Swit MW (ma . 1 eal “if 
ate : ae SS AW ag a oe Ah, well,” said the Great Duke, “1 
What on earth are you doing here, sir ? > ~ ae a = you lived in a Cabinet that changes like 


Away from your country “ seat ’— 
Pray, what can we do with a party like 
you 
In the Mediterranean Fleet ?’ 


“ And Joseph he answered mildly :— 
‘I’m pretty well known to fame— 

The populace cheer me wildly 
Whenever they hear my name. 

I’m one of the Cabinet now, sir— 
No common M.P., you see; 

I’m Imperial Joe, and the boss of the show— 
A king in my ain countree.’ 


“Bang! bang! how the long-toms thundered— 
_ Bang! bang! went the bottles of ‘ pop’ — 
Bang! bang! till the admirals wonders’ 
How long he intended to stop. 
A visit from big civilians 
Is an honour all admirals seek— 
Joe doesn’t take trips in Her Majesty’s ships 
Every day in the week. 


“They took to our Joseph madly, 
They copied his stately walk— 
They suffered, but suffered it gladly, 
His grand Imperial talk. 
For his dress and his graceful breeding 
They considered were bad to beat— 
And his nautical ‘side’ made ’em laugh till they died 


In the Mediterranean Fleet : 


“And Joseph he loved the seamen, 
So hearty, and neat, and trim, 





WILLIAM McKINLEy, THE FAMOUS AMERICAN 
ACROBAT, IN HIGH FEATHER, 





f 
At 


ours, you’d get a bit light-headed at 
times yourself!” ; 

Oh, I’m not complaining,” said Lord 
Rosebery, “only it was unexpected, 
wasn’t it?’’ me 

“Talking of the Transvaal,” said Sit 
William Harcourt, ‘‘is the war ever 
going to finish? That’s what I want to 
know!” 

“Yes,” added Lord Rosebery, ‘‘ Bobs 
has been returning for a long time now, hasn’t he?”’ 

am — put the idea into verse,” said the Poet Laureate. ‘! 
call it :— ; 


“‘Lonpon’s LAMENT; or, He Comet not SHE SAID. 


“‘ They said ‘ Bobs’ was coming 
A long while ago— 

And much fifing and drumming 
We practised—What ho ! 

All London was humming 
With patriot throbs— 

Well, Christmas is coming, 
But what about ‘ Bobs '?” 


At that moment supper was announced, and the Zcompavy 
adjourned ! 





A FEAST OF “FUN.”—“Fun” Almanac. Ready 
Dec. 3. The Best Artists will draw for it; the Best 
Authors will write for it. 
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MR. HASKINS {Ss HAUNTED. 


Mr. Haskins, having eaten kippered salmon for supper, is se 


He finds it empty. 


ized with thirst, and arise 


s to drink the contents of the wash jug, 
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“Just so! Of course! Not a 
drop! Must fetch it myself.” 
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On leaving the bath-room he is held 
ack by unseen power. 


As Mr. Haskins’ aged grandmother fell down stairs at four 
occurrence, Haskins pol 
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o’clock in the afternoon exactly five months and thirteen days after this 
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“The tapping of high-heeled shoes 
close behind me, as I am a living man.” 
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‘‘ Henrietta, note the hour and the 
date. That was a forewarning.”’ 





nts with triumph to the fulfilment 
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AS OTHERS SEE US. 


Maud.—“T hear that the Vicar’s wife spends an hour before her mirror every 


morning." 


Ethel,— Really. I suppose her pious husband would describe that as daily self- 


examination and reflection.” 








A New Voyage anda New 
Crew. 
JOHN Bou :— 


Goop morning, Skipper! ‘With the tide 
I see you start anew, 

To sail the seas on every side 
From China to Peru. 

Through storm and fog, through foul 

and fair, 

But most when danger’s in the air, 

As you by now must be aware 
I put my trust in you. 

A peaceful voyage I hope you'll make, 
As oft you've made before? 

Our British Trade ‘tis yours to take 
To every Open Door— 

But though a trader, still be bold, 

And keep a cannon in the hold; 

For Honour’s more to me than gold, 
Nor need I shrink from war. 

Still Peace with Honour be your aim; 
Let Commerce still increase : 

Let Free Trade put our foes to shame 
Until their murmurs cease : 





= 


That all the war-hosts and their lords 

Would fail to snap those mighty cords— 

Brave hearts are stronger far than swords 
And love more strong than steel ! 


Good fortune aid you while you sail 
The diplomatic sea ; 

Be yours the skill that does not fail 
Whatever storms may be. 

May favouring breezes speed you past 

All sboals and rocks; but if, at last, 

The war clouds gather thick and fast, 
Then, Sir, rely on me. 

You’ve but to ask; and all, and more, 
You ask shall you receive, 

From Britain’s yet uncounted store 
Your wants will I relieve— 

My men, my ships, my arms, my gold 

Are yours—you hardly need be told— 

And with them all will I uphold 
The policies you weave. 

For well I know (though all men trip, 
Though none is always wise) 

That you will,neyer,leave your ship 
While storm clouds sweep the skies, 

Come battle, storm, or fear of wreck, 

You’ll still be there your. crew to check, 

Nor will you leave your vessel’s deck 
Till in a calm she lies. 


But, harkee friend ! upon your crew 

A watchful eye pray keep— 
I see among them faces new ; 

And out upon the deep 
One likes to know, when danger’s nigh, 
And storm clouds sweep across the sky, 
There’s over all one cautious eye 

That never seems to sleep. 

You give the helm to Lansdowne? Well, 
You’re skipper and should know— 
But be at hand when storm winds yell 

And mighty waters flow ; 
And let me feel whate’er betides, 
The master-hand still firmly guides, 
When on the waves the tempest rides 
With lightning flames aglow. 
Let me feel when thunders roll 
Your hand is near the helm— 
And that with firm and wise control 
You’ll rule your sea-girt realm. 
If I but know ’tis you who steer, 
Then I shall feel no touch of fear 
That storm and stress, however near, 
My ship can overwhelm ! 











And let the whole world surely know 

That all are welcome where we go, 

That though we make a martial show, 
We make that show for Peace ! 


Go tell my sons across the sea, 
I still keep watch and ward— 

Tell those who shed their blood for me 
Nor found that service hard— 

Go tell them, still on sea or land 

I stretch to them a helping hand, 

That for their liberties I stand 
A sentinel on guard. 

Go tell the Powers, though ’twas said 
That I had feeble grown, 

The British Lion is not dead 
But lives to hold his own ; 

Though isolated, as they say, 

He still will go his kingly way, 

For while his whelps around Shes play 
He does not stand alone. 

Go, tell the world my Empire’s knit 
Of heart-strings loving leal— 

That ’gainst it’s strength there’s none can 

pit 

A strength more true or real— 








‘‘T HARDLY think,” said the lawyer, 
“that you can get a separation from 
your wife on account of her making 4 
practice of throwing things at the dog. 
“But,” said the man with the haggard 
look and black eye, “every time she 
throws at the dog she hits me!”’ 





Jones.—“ I’ve got @ suit of clothes for 
every day in the week.” 

Brown (suspiciously).— I never sé 
you wear any but the one you have 02 
now.” se 

Jones (cheerfully).—*‘ That’s the suit. 





Little Sister (angrily).—“ Now, yo 
do what I say.” 

Little Brother.—“ I won't.” 

Little Sister.— You won't, eh? Ob; 
don’t I wish we was grown up, and you 
was my husband.” 





“ Way don’t you teach her to ride 
bicycle? You'd find it lots of fun.” . 

“T don’t need to. We've reached a point 
where I don’t have to invent an excus 
for putting my arm round her waist. 
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JOHN BULL.—“WE ALL W 
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‘SPECT YOU’LL BE ALL RIGHT. KEEP A SHARP 
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SUCCESS, SKIPPER. 
EYE ON LANSDOWNE.” 


(Yor Cartoon Verses, see page 156.) 
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A Very Green-Eyed Monster. 
(17 OUT-HERODING “HEROD” AT HER MAJESTY’S. 


“THERE are many morals attached to the new play at Her 
Majesty's Theatre. Chief, perhaps, among them is that if you love 

our wife passionately, and desire to retain her love, do not murder 
ios favourite brother. Second in importance is the lesson that if 
you desire to live only in the smiles of her, if you are so uxorious 
that your brain gives way because you cannot bask continually in 
her presence, it is as well not to have sentenced her to death. 
More particularly is this dangerous if there happen to be present at 
the time her unfriendly mother-in-law and sister-in-law who have 
ready access to the Apothecaries Hall of the locality. 

From neglect of these two simple precautions, Herod the Great, 
King of Judea, favourite vassal of the Roman Empire, mighty 
monarch, splendid statesman, passionate lover, and indiscriminate 
assassin, is left, with brain unhinged, gazing fixedly into vacancy 
when the curtain falls on Mr, Stephen Phillips’ play at Her 
Majesty's Theatre. 

It is in this way. Herod is quite a plebeian kind of king who 
‘carved ’’—that is the term, and a very appropriate term it is—his 
way to the throne of Judwa. The doctrine of ‘divine right,” 
temporarily abrogated while he is engaged in the suppression of the 
previous sovereign, is again strongly promulgated when Herod has 
finished his ‘‘carving”’ and is in personal enjoyment 
of the royal joint. He marries Mariamne, beautiful 
daughter of the long line of Maccabean kings, upon 
whose throne Herod sits more or less comfortgbly. 


They are very much in love with eath ot er, for 
Mariamne is extremely beautiful, with red-gold 
tresses floating luxuriously to her feet in such an 
enveloping shower that any other covering is a mere 
concession to the proprieties. And she has forgiven 
Herod for any inconvenience he may have caused 
her family in fitting their crown upon his own head, 
because he is a fine figure of a man, with a disregard 
for the continued existence of people inconvenient 
to him which appeals to her as a properly manly 
and most excellent attribute. Also, his vocabulary 
of affection as directed to herself is extremely varied 
and extensive. The scenes between them demon- 
strate beyond cavil his encyclopedic resources. 


But when Herod applies to young Aristobulus, 
her brother and the newly-consecrated high priest, 
his lax interpretation of the maxim of live and let 
live, Mariamne confesses that her views, now that 
she has experienced the personal application of 
them, have been modified. The matter strikes - 
her in quite a different light. . By a touch of the 
murderer’s dagger,—as a matter of fact, Aristobulus 
was drowned—her hate is now as emphatic as her 
love. Herod thinks her a little squeamish, he 
regards her despair as a little affectation which will 
pass away. It was for the State, he says, and in 
this case L’Htat—very much c'est moi. 


His Roman friend, Marc Antony, being defeated and dead, Herod, 
with the accommodating instinct of the true diplomatist, goes to 
Rome to make matters firm and friendly with Antony’s conqueror. 
On his return, finding Mariamne still disposed to coolness over a 
matter which he fondly believed would have by this time 
passed out of her mind with other trifling episodes 
of daily routine—is persuaded by his mother and sister, 
who smart under the supercilious gaze of vacancy which the aristo- 
cratic Mariamne has consistently bestowed upon them, that 

















MARIAMNE. 
‘‘CLOTHED IN ’AIR.”’ 





Mariamne is a traitor to the State, and is untrue tohim. He con 
demns her to death, and is unaware that his relatives have taken 
him at his word, and have rushed off without any regard to dignity 
of deportment to put into force the somewhat drastic and rapid 
procedure of the Judean law of capital punishment. 

In the last act Herod is convalescent after a severe attack of 
mental aberration. Any sudden shock would bring about a relapse 
So all the Court conspire to keep from him the truth of Mariamne’s 
death. After much very painful tragedy, the embalmed body of 
Mariamne is brought to him. He kisses her face and, on the 
instant, he is stricken, paralysed and mad. The scene on which 
the curtain falls is gruesome to a degree. 

Superbly mounted and most earnestly acted by Mr. Beerbohm 
Tree as Herod, Miss Maud Jeffries as Mariamne, and the other 
members of the fine company at Her Majesty’s, Herod is a very 
impressive entertainment, though it would be out of place to speak 
of it as an evening’s ‘‘ amusement.” 


‘ 

Apropos of the charming revival of Patience at the Savoy, the 
Daily News recalls the fact that the pretty song, ‘‘ Willow Waly 0,” 
was the melody concerning which Sir Arthur Sullivan used to 
declare he received the most charming insult of his life. Some 
time after the Savoy first opened, in 1881, he happened to drop 
into the dress circle, and while Mr. Barrington was singing it, the 
composer unconsciously whistled the tune. Sir Arthur was then 
less well known by sight than he is now. An irate 
gentleman at once turned upon him, and told him 
to “stop his noise.” ‘I paid,” he said, “to hear 
Sir Arthur Sullivan’s beautiful music, and not your 
confounded mumbling.” 








Visitor.— Are you in pain, my little man ?”’ 
Little Man.—'* No—boo-hoo—the pain’s in me.” 





Lady (engaging coachman).—* Are you married?” 
Coachman.—* No, ma’am. These ’ere scratches 
on my face were caused by a cat.” 


‘‘ Your neighbour appears to have failed a good 


many times.”’ 
“Just twenty-four, The next will be his silver 


bankruptcy.” 








The Photographer.— Now, please put on a pleasant 
expression. Think of your wife.”’ 

The Sitter (severely).—* I have just been divorced.” 

The Photographer.—‘ Ah! is that so? Well, 
think of the divorce! ”’ 





AmBiGuous.—Fred.—“ Yes, my old guv’nor will 
soon have another wife to support.”’ 

Henry.—* What? You don’t mean to tell me he 
is divorcing his present wife? ”’ 

‘‘No, Iam going to be married.” 





He.—‘ Shall I say au revoir and not good-bye?” 
She.— I shouldn’t advise you to—at least, not until you are 
on speaking terms with your French accent.” 





Sergeant.—‘ What is strategy in war? Give me an instance.” 
Irish Private.—* Strategy is whin yez don’t let the inimy dis- 
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chover that ye are out of ammunishun, but kape on firin’. 
$< 
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Would You P 


OvER the garden wall— 
’'Tis not so high 
But that I can look over 
If I try— 
A thing, of course, I would not do, 
Not even if a lovely maid 
Were there. Would you? 








Over the garden wall— 
’Tis not so rough 
But that I could leap over 
Safe enough— 
A thing, of course, I would not do, 
Not even if a lovely maid 
Desired. Would you? 








Over the garden wall 
I might have strayed, | 
So sweet and fair a vision— | 
That dainty maid, | 
With nut brown hairand eyes of blue. 
I heeded not their witching glance, 
Of course. Would you ? | 
| 


Over the garden wall— | 
A whisper soft | 
Was wafted through the branches; | 
I sat aloft— | 
I chose the tree, not for the view; 
Of course, I would not do so base 
A thing. Would you? 


Over the garden wall 
I did not scale, 
Nor kiss the cheeks now rosy 
And now pale, 
Nor hold her close my heart unto. 
Oh, no! Would you? 








“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s”? WASHERWOMAN. 


By the time you reads this you will 
know all about the American election. 
It’s wot they calls a case of “sound 
money ” agin ‘free silver.’”” Now, tomy 
idear, both these sayin’s sound very nice, 
but, so far as I can make out, “ free sil- 
ver” is a delusion an’ a snare; at the 
same time, if you’ve got any you don’t 
want I’m quite willin’ to accept it ‘‘ free, 
gratis, for nothink.” But ain’t there 
been some ridickerlus bets made about 














He.—* Sharple pretty well lives on the invitations he gets to dine out on account of his wit.” 
She.—“ His wit is evidently of the biting sort.” 














the Presidency? ‘’Ere’s one man, if ’e 
loses, is to smack John L. Sullivan’s 
cheek. Wot cheek! It strikes me, as it will probably strike John 
L. S., that if it comes to pass the smiter will be smoted, 8 

One begins to wonder ’ow long those aggrawatin’ Boers are goin 
to’old out. If they’re huggin’ thereselves with the idear that Mr. 
Kruger’s tour—’is towr de force ’e p’r’aps thinks it, but ’e’s ’rong— 
will do ’em any good, they’re “on the ’rong tack altogether,” as the 
man sed wen ’e got out of bed to shut the door, an’ trod on one. 
But it’s a great pity that lives shoud kontinue to be wasted in a 


‘opeless struggel. 
They ses that Guy Faux Day is dyin’ out. Well, bonfires woud 


naterally die out in ‘corse of time, but guys, like the poor, are 
“allus with us,” an’ ready-made, too! 

At the time of ritin’ the weather is warm an’ wet, an ~ 
onsequence coals ‘ave gone down; but wot puzzles me 18, W 1 
shoud they go up wen it’s cold? Wen it’s cold the grate is col " 
unless it’s coaled, an’ there you are, don’t you know! I. carn’s 
a-bear to feel cold miyself, an’ sometimes in the depth of winter 
quite envies my clothes in the copper, they looks so nice an bg 
So Miss Marie Corelli ’as got ’er way—an’ a very big way she a 
With her, too !—inasmuch that a monument to Lady Martin is no 
goin’ to be erected in Shakeyspeare’s Church. Miss C. may : 
called a bit of a Martin-et, an’ I sertainly think that she ain 


showed the best of taste in the matter. ; 
Mrs. Richard Chamberlain can spout, an’ no mistake! an weenesen 
think she made poor Sir R. Romer feel ill enough to go into 











‘orsepital hisself, wen ’e ’ad to listen to ’er about the ‘’orsepital 
scandals,” as they are called. The lady seems to ’ave » bad memory, 
All I can say is, a bad memory an’ a long tung are apt to be 
dangerus wen used in conjuncshun. 
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‘Wuart age should you think Miss Skinner?” 
“Old enough to be told how young she is looking.” 








First Gossip.—‘ Do you believe that awful story they are telling 


about Miss Prim ?” 


Second Gossip.—‘‘ Yes. What is it?” 





Little Freddie (to his mother).—“ Mr. Smith told nurse I was the 


most ’telligent child he had met.” : 
Proud Mother.—“ Why, did nurse ask you to recite ‘ Little Drops 


of Water’ for him ?” sya 
Little Freddie.—“ Yes ; and I said I wouldn't. 





A FEAST OF “FUN.”—“Fun” Almanac, Ready 
Dec. 3. The Best Artists will draw for it; the Best 


Authors will write for it. 
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IN AN AMERICAN HAIRDRESSER’S. 





5 MURRAY HILL 
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(1) . 
Go-Long.—** Wantee hair fix in ’Melican way.”’ The phage 2 ~ short, John?” 
The Artist in Hair.—* All right, John; sit down.”’ Go- Lony.—‘‘ ’Melican way. 
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3. 
(3 
Go-Long.—* Heep muc Hee rubbee.”’ 
The Artist.—‘ Have to, ycu know.” 





Go-Long.—“t How muchee ?” % 
The Artist.—“One dollar. It’s worth that to you as a brush to 
sprinkle clothes with.” 
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another gentleman who dares to exist within the orbit of Dulcinea— 
family off the scent. Smith and he are curiously strained in theit 
bearing towards each other. However, it all comes right, and per- 


Love. 
Ir is a great scheme to be in love, isn’t it? People never really 





never tire of love, whatever cynics may say. Truly they tire of the 
loved one once or a dozen times in a while, but that is no argument. 
It would be just as reasonable to suggest that a man was never 
thirsty because he no longer cared for wine. There is always 
whisky. Ergo, Celia’s faithless one will be at Delia’s feet in about 
the same period. 

But there, how nice it is! Let us, for instance, take the case of 
& man who has just discovered that there is only one woman in the 
world for him. (He is occasionally greedy enough to desire more.) 
He begins musing, and perhaps writes some blank verse. 
Then he goes for a walk because he feels restless. In the 
street our hero pays little attention to anybody. He yearns 
to distinguish himself, and thinks how he may slay a dragon. He 
shortly has an opportunity of practising a little, when a stalwart 
coster against whom he has bumped mentions that on a repetition 
of the offence he will take steps of a serious nature. Our hero 
apologises, passes on, and in a few minutes dissipates the stock-in- 
trade of an old apple-woman. More apologies and a lucky escape. 

This is discouraging to the would-be dragon-slayer, and he comes 
to the conclusion, despite scientific evidence to the contrary, that 
the world is hollow. As there are no dragons to kill, he decides to 
buy something instead. What would she like? Probably a pound 
of caramels, but that does not cost enough. He proposes to spend 
money in quantities—and he does it. Luckily, this is quite a 
preliminary symptom, otherwise love would be confined to 
millionaires. 

Well, possibly she reciprocates his affection, and tells himso. He 
concludes immediately that she is doing it to throw Smith’s— 





haps they marry each other, on which their friends congratulate 
= If they do not marry they may perhaps congratulate them- 
selves. 

Before taking the other side, one must try to justify oneself for 
not giving priority to the love-lorn lady. For one reason, men are 
nearly always the first to fall victims to the gentle passion. Besides, 
the folly of men is so obvious, but, of course, women—but we need 
not dwell upon that. 

To continue—a sweet maiden is in love. She has discovered that 
that there is only one man in the world for her. (This is most 
desirable, albeit the world would have to be enlarged to suit some of 
the sex.) She usually thinks great things of this one man. If he is ugly, 
she sees genius shining in his eyes; if he is puny, his muscles 4f 
of iron—what there is of them. Though, mind you, women aré 
very difficult to satisfy. To please the average girl, a man must 
a dissolute rake, yet nevertheless very sober, keep good hours, a2 
never look at another woman. — Still, one may believe that this is 
to give the stern sex a chance of dissembling than for any other 
reason. : 

Women are full of trust for this man. If he has been seen with 
that: odious Miss Dashaway, Miss Dashaway would hang on to him 
so. Trust on, believe it, Cynthia, do not find him out just so 
But, there, how nice it is? Everything is so sad and cheerful. 12° 
world is a crystallised rainbow and he is the sugar. She carries his 
name on her lips, and his letters in her pocket; in fact, she is VY 
silly and all that. And sometimes these two marry and are happy 
ever afterwards, and sometimes they do not marry—and are very 
happy ever afterwards. 
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